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have known them, they may still recur, under certain
conditions.’

‘He is good—he 1s very good ! ' murmured Dora.
* But—you are right.’

' He 1s sometimes—strange, then ?°

* A Dittle, sonetimes—yes.’

* Well, dear, if 11 15 so—whenever it is so—only re-
member that he would  be different if things had not
Leen so—so—disazreeablo—~when he was hititle”

Dora pressed  1he wnnhed old hand to her hps
When she diew 1t away 1t was wet with her toars

‘ilo was s0 fond of me always !’ Cousin Rachel
wenb on. ‘At times, after his falher or mother had
gone, he would throw his arws aboul my neck and
citng to me silently, as though he felt that here at
least he could always find a loving heart—a home Onee,
alter such an experiepce, I fellowed him to the nursery,
fearing to find him moping there. 1lle was standing by
the window, 1ibhat old red-cheeked doll in his arms.
* Widie, I heard him safy, ** when we arg grown up we
shall go everywhete—together.  We shall never bie sepa-
rated. We shall always live at home together—always,
always !’ lle was hotn reserved ayvd silent, hut atlee-
tiomate to his  hearl's core.  And aiter thal I hknew—
that he hnew.’

Darwness was falling when the two women went in
Itad Cousin Rachel suspected anvihing, or was il only
ombt of the exube ance of her love for Winston that she
had spohen ? Dora never hnew. Dul early next moin-
ing she wrole a long letier to her husband, and 1n il she
foided a httle bunch of vielets. Three days Tater e
came to Longwood, and Dora met him at the station

They have made the old Carolina plantation  then
permanent home  Three beautiful chidren—iwo sl dy
boys and a darling little girleate pelted and spotlea
by Coustn Rachel.  And they ate all as happy as the
day s long.—* Ave Marna.’

A TELEPHONE MESSAGE

It was hall-pasit nine o’clock in ke evening; ihe
girls who had berm on duty at the western exchange of
the New Cenlury Telephone Cowmpany leit their switeh-
boards one after another, and chattered as they put on
ibeir jackets and hats  Two joung women who had
just come mm, with a cheery  Good-eveming ! "oand  a
shight contribution to the peneral comversation,  toch
their places at the desk. Patrick, the rheumalic jani-
tor, hobbled up to it and paused in doubt

‘T am to leave the heys with the operator o charge,
and I suppose that is 1he older of ye,” he said with
perplexity. * Bul farth how am 1 to tell the same,
for ye bhoth lpok younger than cach other 7

Anne Messler, a fair-haited young woman of Alsatian
paretntare, who was over ready to bandy words with the
old Irisnman, laughed gaily.

©Oh, 1 awm in charge, but Miss Graham s the
older ; and thus we divide the responsiblity '’ she 1e-
phed, bawteringiy.

‘it 15 as Dke to be the olher way. But  every
woman has a right 1o call herself of whatever age she
pleases, rince if she weie to tell her real age no one
would believe her,’ he retorted, glancing toward  the
darl-eyed Mary Graham, who had smiled, but rather
absently, at his passage at arms with her cogpanion

*1 accept the charge, at anv rate, Patnick,” she
said pleasantly, and held owt her hand.

Patiick delivered the keys and Limped away. The
gitls whose worfiing hours were oker rem Irghtly down
the stairs ; the heavy spring-dcor of 1he huilding clos-
ed with a duil sound. Miss Graham locked ihe door of
the oflice and returned to the desk. She and her s
ter operator were alone witn their work. It was nol
allogether a pleasant occupation, this charge of the
night desk of the telephone exchange. But the office
was warm and  well-hghted ; and, then, the weckly
wage double what was paid for the day.

For two houwrs the operators were kepl closely em-
ployved ; then there came an occasional inlerval  be-
tween the calls. After the ciock in the tower of 1he
ity Hall had struck twelve, they became so 1nfre-
geent that Anne Messler left her place and set ot
upon a litile table the collation the girls had bhrought.
Now, until the world should be astir again in the early
miorning, there were likely to be only the hasty sum-
moning of physicians, the messages of lale arrivals atl
the holels, or possibly a fire alarm to be rung in.

* You look tired, Mary. To be sure we are neither
of us acenstomed to the night work yet ; but after a
white, T think, it will not seem so hard. T will tahe
your place in just a minute,’ Anne rattled on.

Whe-r-rr tink-tink ! came a sharp ring at the 'phone.

% \What numbex 7 ' inquired Mary, merhamnicallv. How
many hundred times had she put the question since she

had taken her place at the switchboard ? How many
times wmore would she continue to ask it before she
could go home 7 She ielt that were the X-Fays flashed
upen her brain, they would disclose those words im-
printed there.

1s time, however, she received no reply. The indi-
vidual who had rung must have lelt the ’phone. Mary‘
weailly, leaned her head upon her hand. No, she was
not :in her usual spirils. Smee her father’'s death how
hard she had worsed to heep the litile home that had
been left to her mother 1 The wealthy Mr. Johnson
who beld the mortgage was not willhmg lo renew il.
Mary had promised to do her best to pay the interest ;
but, ax thore were three voumnger children to be sup-
ported, the rich manufacturer saw small chance of get-
ting 1l regularly. To-da¥ he had semt word that the
would foreclose next month.

* Abh, how father's death has chamged my lile!’
sighed the garl to  herseli. ‘ How bright the {uture
scemed when Matthew Neal asked me to be his wife !
And now I have been forced by circumstances to take
back my promiwse. 1 cannol tcave moilher and the chil-
dren witkout a roof over their heads. Matthew would
gladly shara my cares, but to marry him would be an
mjustice to him.  Only a poor bookkeaper, he would
never have a chance 1o rise. Well, God knows best !’

Was 1t the same call?  Yes, from 1483. Mum-
bhing and fant came a voice over the ‘phone.

CWiiat s it, please ?  Speak louder ! ' directed the
mirl

¢ The Nolification?
pany ’

“ What address shall T give them ?  Speak louder ! ’?

“1 cap—not ! ? came over the wire. Then, in an un-
natural, scavcely audible whisper, followed the words :
‘I’'m very—ill—or huri. I—ean’t tell.’

there was a jarring sound m the receiver, as if
some one had fallen against the instrument at  the
otther end of ihe hme. ‘Thoroughly alarmed, the gicl
called again and  agmawth.  Then she tried to ring the
number, hut the receiver was down and she could get
no answer,

“ What 1s the trouble, Mary ? ' ecrid Anne, coming
hack to the desk. * One would think thal a tragedy
was heinz enacted on your circui.’

“‘Theie mav be,” replied Mary, hastily informing her
of whal she had heard *1 must get Number 1483
Thero are iwo on ths  line: one *“ two bells ; and
ihe ather, ** three bells 7 I wonder which it is 7°

Miss Messler loohed them up in the directory.

© One 15 a meat-market ; the olher, the offire of {the
Johnson Paint Weorks,’ she said.

It ¢nnld not be ithe marxel
eould be  there at this  hour ?
Johnson 7 ‘That he never allowed anveone to
there alter bours was well known.

Mary (iraban’s heart hoat fast.  James Johnson,
ihe man who was going to foreclose the mortgage on
ler howme, was there (m his office alone and in morial
arony | IMow it happened she cquld not surmise, but
dho most semnd  aid to ilus map whe had 'been so mer-
ciless to her family

Whe-rr-ir limk-tink ! she rang wp ihe Notificalion
C'ompany. ’

¢ Hello !
'phone.

‘(v at once to the Johnson Paint Works., You will
fimd 1here a man injured or il ; it is no doubt a case
for the Emergency Hospital,' she explamed.

1TaJf an hour passed, The volatile Miss Messler
felt the suspense, but to Mary Graham it was a time
of fierce combat with  Dherself  As m a dream  she
answered other cafls and made the regmired conpections.
But alt the while her thoughts were upon Number 1483.
}lad Mr. Johnsen been stricken with paralysis or heart
fanjure * What i he should die?  Well, no douds his
dealh would make a great difference in the affairs  of
the Grahams. Young Mr. Johnson was not so hard and
graspinz as his father. e had iold Mrs. Graham that,
were the property his, he would be willing to let the
morleage Tvn a while longer. Mary did not bope that
ibe elder Mr. Johnson wonld die; had she not done
what she conld to save him ? But why should she
concern herself  further 7 The driver of the Notifica-
tion Company's wagen would bring him a physiclan orf
tanc him to the hospilal.

Wir-rr-r tink-tink !

Now the driver of the wagon called on the line
from a drug-store,

*'A plague to vou, telephone people! You have
sent me on a feol’s errand.  There is not the sigh of
a lighi in the Johnson Painlt Works ; and, although 1
have ** hallpoed ** and pounded on the door as if to
wake the dead, the silence within is unbroken. I am
going back to the stables. Gooed-bye!’

Quick—the Notification Com-

The factory—who
Who tmt Mr. James
remain

Where 10 7 ' camo the sanswer over ‘ihe



